FLY,   FLY,   FLY   AGAIN
(three times), the French Prime Minister, the Italian Dictator, the
King of Bulgaria, the King of Rumania, the ruler of a Balkan
country which shall be nameless, as the news of the visit was not
made known, the Polish Ambassador in Berlin, the Hungarian
Regent, Prime Minister and Foreign Minister, the Czechoslovak
Foreign Minister, the Slovak Premier, the Ruthenian (or Car-
patho-Ukrainian, or Carpatho-Russian, this rather depends on
Herr Hitler) Premier, the South African Minister of Defence, and
many other minor lights.
But on that day the British Minister in that distant capital said,
'WHAT?'
The atmosphere in that city was laden with fear. Men who did
not want to go, to war were being called up: sitting in a little cafe
in a town8 on the Danube I saw them, unsoldierly in their un-
accustomed uniforms, leaving by -bus for the regimental depot,
their womenfolk crying as they went. Those tears! The porters
of apartment houses were being supplied with brass gongs, with
a few sacks of sand, and this, for some reason hidden from me,
was supposed to be a precautionary measure against aerial attack.
There was an air raid rehearsal one night, and a treasured memory
of these days, to me, is of the other inhabitants of the house, who
were without exception Jews, going down to take shelter in a cellar
to which the smallest bomb would have penetrated; they were not
quite sure if that rehearsal was only a rehearsal, and not the real
thing. I have a vivid mental picture of one gentleman prepared
for the ordeal; he had a hamper of provisions, a large thermos
flask, a gas mask, a raincoat and a cap, and he sat in the cellar
until dawn broke.
The next day I sat, in the early evening, in the room of a British
friend and listened to the radio. The papers had been telling us
that Mr. Chamberlain was expected to stay at Berchtesgaden for
several days, for a nice, long, quiet talk with Hitler. Now, we did
not believe that. Most of the people in that room knew Germany,
knew Hitler, knew Hitler's method. The one thing we could not
conceive was that he would sit in an arm-chair for days on end,
talking to Mr. Chamberlain and being sweetly reasonable. His

